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The Seventh was scarcely understood by the public. It had
a succes d'estime* Mahler went to Munich shortly after to
rehearse and conduct it there. He asked my mother to join him.
I was unable to go5 as we were soon to return to America and I
had to make use of his absence to pack; and so I missed
precious moments of our common life.
We were to sail from Hamburg this time, but before we set
off there was one more unpleasant scene between Mahler and
Justine. When she married she took away a number of books and
papers with her; among them there was the libretto, "Rxibezahl,"
which Mahler had written in rivalry with Hugo Wolf. She may
have carried it off by accident or from the desire to possess any-
thing he had written, but in any case it was not with his per-
mission, for he wished to destroy it. He made a search for this
and other manuscripts which had also vanished, but found no
trace of any of them. One day when we were lunching with the
Roses he chanced to see a manuscript of Lipiner's in Justine's
book-case. He accused her of being in possession of other
papers of his, but she swore she had nothing else whatever. But
one day Roller said to us: "Justi gave me a youthful work of
Mahler's to read yesterday." The sequel was very odd, for
Mahler insisted that I should demand the return of the manu-
script on the ground that he refused to speak to her until it was in
his possession.
I did as I was told, but Justine took her solemn oath that she
had burnt it. I told Mahler this, but he refused to believe a
word of it. I had to go to her again, armed this time with the
threat that unless she handed it up she would not see him again
before he set off for America. Nevertheless, she swore, as she
loved her husband and children, that she had burnt it and added
numerous embellishments to her tale, such as that Arnold had had
to tear it up to get it into the stove, it was so bulky. Mahler was
obdurate and stuck to it that she was lying, and he left Vienna
without having seen her. I remained behind for some days*
Justine paid me a visit and I brought the matter up once more.
"Of course I didn't burn it," she said abruptly. "I sent it after
him the moment he had left and he'll find it waiting for him at
Bremen when he gets there."
We met in Hamburg and went on board at Cuxhaven.    We had
been given a rousing send-off from Cherbourg to the strains of the
incomparable Marseillaise, but the sentimental Germans made
our departure this time a very melancholy affair.    All the pas-
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